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or. forbid the thought, bouquet. 

\n sum. a way hasn’t yet been <le- 

of course, he happens to be in a 
bordello. In which case, these help¬ 
ful hints would undoubtedly be as 
useless to him as would Schoon- 
maker's book. Hut in the interest 
of the parapsychologlcal aspects of 
the science of seduction, via wine, 
we'd like to offer a compilation of 
ideas which some of the more suc¬ 
cessful wlnesmcn have found joy¬ 
fully usefid. 

First, it should be stated that the 
wine should serve as a useful aide to 
one's purpose-a tool, as It were, In¬ 
stead of a barrier. Wine Is such a 
formidable subject that It con, un¬ 
der some circumstances, serve to 
gain the upper hand and become 
master of the situation. 

Don't let it. Now, for example, 
we know red wines generally speak¬ 
ing are considered ideal companions 
for red meats, game and cheese. 
Lighter bodied reds can also go 
with ham, pork, lobster, roast duck¬ 
ling, Italian food and hearty veal or 
lamb dishes. The rules, formulated 
by the experience of generations of 
wine lovers, say the reds should 
Ire served at room temperuture, the 
whites chilled. 

These same rules say that whites 
go with light meats, chicken, tur¬ 
key, fish, oysters, clams and crabs, 
lint nobody suys It’s against the 
law to violate any of these rules. If 

don't feel encumbered the rules. 
Experiment If you feel inclined. 
Wines ure made for enjoyment: If 
drinking wine is to be a dreary 
process of making sure you stick to 
some cotie of behavior, you'd do 
better to stick to beer. 

For changes do occur In wine 
fashions. These days, for Instance, 
It's quite fashionable to order ver¬ 
mouth, sweet or diy, on the rocks 
with a twist of lemon as an aperi¬ 
tif. Now, it'd be hard to imagine 
the consternation this practice 
caused when it first came to the 
attention of the "Inner circle" of 
connoisseurs. Barbaric, they said. 
Until they'd tried It. 

The point Is, somebody had to 
be experimental enough first to try 
It. And being a man of conviction, 


he donated to the wine world a de¬ 
cent enough new drink. 

Cettfng away from wine on the 
rocks, let’s warm up to our subject 
by first paying our respects to do¬ 
mestic wines so no one will aceuseus 
of being un-American. We say if 
your date is. more than anything, a 
patriotic girl, by all means order a 
good American wine. There arc many 
of these, some comparable to the best 
produced in the vineyards of France. 

To mention just a couple, Taylor's 
in New York produces some extremely 
interesting white wines and some 
quite passable champagnes. Speak¬ 
ing in generalities, New York wine 
is more authoritative among the 
whites and champagnes, while Cal¬ 
ifornia finds favor for its reds. If 
your all-American girl orders some¬ 
thing from the menu calling for a 
red wine, why not choose among 
Paul Masson'sarrayofCabemet Sau- 
vignon, Camay Bcaujolais or Pinot 
Noir- 

A whole artlcle-or book, for that 
matter—could be devoted to the ex¬ 
cellence of American wines versus the 
imported ones. And the reason we're 
forced to skip by the domestic wines 
so fast Is that most gilrs encountered 
by the seducer arc apt to assume, 
quite wrongly, that the imported 
bottle is always the best. 

Since the soft prelude to seduction 
is no time for harsh nationalistic 
notes, the seducer will do better not 
to argue and to trample in the vine¬ 
yards of the older wine countries. 

Having made this decision, if she 
is a conventional sophisticate by all 
means ordera line French wine. Done 
properly this will subtly flatter her 
as a tacit recognition of her knowl¬ 
edge and desirability. 

Nothing can beat a great Burgundy 
for this purpose. If the lady is order¬ 
ing meat, say bocuf, brochette, che- 
vreull or cote d'agneau, mention 
some of the great names of Burgundy, 
such os Nulls St. Ceorges, Gorton, 
Romance Conti, Chambertin, Pom- 
mard, Musigny or Beaune. 

If she's a calory-counter, bemuse 
her by ordering a "light-bodied" 
wine. Beaujolals, among the Bur¬ 
gundies, is famous for its light qual¬ 
ity and beautiful color. You can fur¬ 
ther flatter your friend-at some ex¬ 
pense-by insisting on one of the 
truly great years of the Burgundies: 
1945, 1947, 1949, 1952. This is by 
no means necessary. But, unless 
you're willing to settle for some¬ 
thing far from the best, avoid the 


years '44, '51, '56 and '58. 

If your date is restless and likes 
to travel, give her a vicarious jour¬ 
ney through Bordeaux wine country, 
stopping by such villages as St. Ju- 
licn, St. Emilion, St. Estephe, Pauil- 
lac and Margaux, and picking up 
a bottle of the local wine named 
after each village. 


what more tart than the Burgundies; 
yet they have a seductively delicate 
flavor. Providing you don't mind the 
expense, when you're selecting from 
the Red Bordeaux-oflen referred to 


as clarets-choose one of the Cha¬ 
teau wines. There are hundreds of 
these wines, all bottled by theowner 
at his own Chateau-"mise en bou- 
teilles au Chateau," as the label 
reads on the bottle. But, in 1855, 
about 75 of these were designated 

If she's impressionable, ask for 
one of the really outstanding ones, 
such as Chauteau Latrou, Chateau 
Haul Brion, Chateau Mouton Roths¬ 
child or Chateau Lafite Rothschild. 
Coing even further, if you want to 
be finicky demand a 1947, a 1949 
or a 1953. All you really have to 
remember, however, is to avoid the 
'56s and '58s. 

A Rhone wine might come to your 
rescue if your companion is a drink¬ 
er and has consumed a couple of 
pre-dinner martinies - presumably 
with you. Usually this is fatal to 
the taste buds' ability to appreciate 

f ood wine to the fullest; but these 
ig Rhones are able to take care 
of themselves. They have that big¬ 
bodied flavor that the beer ads brag 
about and can stand up to pre-dinner 
drinks much better than either Bur¬ 
gundies or Bordeaux. 

The greatest Rhone wine, in this 
author’s opinion, is Chateauneuf de 
Pape. The best years ar ‘47, '52 
and '55. There were no bad years 
after thewaryearof'41, which played 
hell with the grapes as well as all 
other living things. 

If your traveling companion is the 
adventuresome type who strays from 
the boeuf highway and orders sea¬ 
food, chicken, or a veal dish, such 
as escalopes de veau a la royale, 
show her you can match her mile-for- 
mile as a winesman. Order Chablis, 
the driest of the white Burgundies. 

It seems made to order with oysters 
and such delicacies as coquilles St. 
Jacques. Or, ifyou'resecretlylooking 
for a less expensive substitute, try 
Macon Blanc, (continued on page 40) 






LAUGHING, LUSTY, FREEWHEELING KIND OF 
PLACE THAT ALL EUROPE TRIES TO IMITATE, 
HOLLYWOOD MAY NOT LIKE THIS, BUT THE 
FACT IS THAT NOT EVERY STARLET IN EUR¬ 
OPE WANTS TO COME TO SOUTHERN CALIF- 
ORNIA. MOVIE NEWCOMERS LIKE SABINA 
SESSELMANN (BELOW) ARE HAVING TOO GOOD 
A TIME IN MUNICH WHERE THE COMPETIT- 
ION IS BRISK BUT NOT AS CUT THROAT AS 
IT IS AMONG THE BEVERLY HILLBILLIES. 
IN RECENT YEARS A NUMBER OF HOLLYWOOD 
PRODUCERS HAVE BEEN MAKING MOVIES IN 
MUNICH AND ALTHOUGH THEY HAVE TRIED 
HARD THEY HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO IMPOSE 
THOSE BARBAROUS EARLY-MORNING CALLS 
AND RIGID WORK SCHEDULES ON THEPLEAS- 
URE LOVING MUNICH SET. OH. THEY GET 
THE MOVIES MADE ALL RIGHT, THE DIFFER¬ 
ENCE IS THAT IN MUNICH THERE IS LITTLE 
OF THAT OVERRATED EFFICIENCY THAT 
THAT CHARACTERIZES SO MUCH OF MODERN 
GERMANY. THEY REALLY DO BELIEVE THAT 
ALL WORK AND NO PLAY MAKES JOHANN A 
DULL BOY. 




EVEN WITHOUT THE WILDLY BEAU¬ 
TIFUL GIRLS. MUNICH WOULD BE AN 
INTERESTING PLACE FOR BEER DRIN¬ 
KERS, AND IF YOU KNOW ANY REAL 
DEDICATED GERMAN BEER DRINK¬ 
ERS. THEN YOU ALSO KNOW HOW SER¬ 
IOUSLY THEY TAKE THEIR FUN. TO 
A REAL BEER BUFF A STEIN OF THE 
BLESSED BREW ISN’T JUST SOMETHING 
WET TO COOL ONE'S THIRST. IT'S 
THE STAFF OF LIFE, THE ICING ON 
THE CAKE, THE McCOY. NOTHING 
IS MORE PLEASING THAN TO SEE A 
WAGON LOADED WITH LOWENBRAU. 














INTERNATIONAL MOVIE STAR LAYA 
RAKI (BELOW) HAS WORKED IN THE 
U.S., ENGLAND AND ITALY, BUT SHE 
LISTS GERMANY, AND MUNICH IN PAR¬ 
TICULAR, AS HER FAVORITE PLACE 
FOR LIVING AND MOVIE MAKING. UN 
LIKE THE OLDER MOVIECOLONIESIN 
OTHER COUNTRIES, THE MUNICH MOT- 
ION PICTURE INDUSTRY HAS NOT BE¬ 
COME A CLOSED SHOP HOSTILE TO 
NEWCOMERS WITH NEW TALENTS AND 
NEW IDEAS. PERHAPS THE BACK- 
STABBING AND THE "STAR SYSTEM- 
WILL COME WITH TIME. RIGHT NOW, 
HOWEVER, MUNICH IS HAVING TOO 
MUCH FUN TOTAKE MOVIES SERIOUS¬ 
LY. WHICH IS AS IT SHOULD BE 






















EVEN IF YOU HAVEN'T READ THE 
"BERLIN" NOVELS OF CHRISTOPHER 
ISHERWOOD, YOUPROBABLYAREHIP 
ABOUT GERMAN NIGHTCLUBS IN GEN¬ 
ERAL. WHEN IT COMES TO "SELF 
EXPRESSION” (THIS WILL HAVE TO 
DO FOR WANT OF A BETTER WORD) 
THE PERFORMERS ANDSOMEOF THE 
PATRONS IN THESE AFTER-DARK 
PLAYPENS MAKE THE PARIS CROWD 
SEEM LIKE A BUNCH OF MAIDENS 
PLAYING"NERVOUSNELLIE" IN THE 
BATHTUB. WE MIGHT AS WELL TELL 
YOU NOW: IF YOU ARE EVEN SEVEN 
PER CENT SQUARE. YOU SHOULD GO 
BACK TO YOUR HOTEL EARLY AND 
DRINK SOME HOT MILK AND WATCH 
THE CARTWRIGHTS (IN GERMAN) ON 
TV. STAY AWAY FROM THESE NAUGH¬ 
TY PLACES UNLESS, OF COURSE. YOU 
WANT TO HAVE A GOOD TIME. 








SOME OF THE PERFORMANCES IN THE MUNICH NIGHTCLUBS 
WOULD SHOCK YOUR MAIDEN AUNT BUT THEN OF COURSE 
THIS KIND OF FUN WASN'T PLANNED with YOUR DEAR 0L0 
AUNTIE SARAH IN MIND. WICKED UNCLES LIKE IT JUST FINE 





MOVIE STARLET SABINA SESSELMANN WILL 
SOON BE GIVING ELKE SOMMER AND OTHERS 
SOME DANGEROUS COMPETITION. AND SHE 
CAN ACT, TOO, WHICH MAKES HER A RATHER 
UNUSUAL STARLET. A SUPER SAXON TYPE 
(SHE IS PART DANISH ON HER FATHER’S 
SIDE OF THE FAMILY), SABINA HAS BEEN IN 
SIX FILMS TO DATE, SINCE IN EUROPE THEY 
DON'T JUST SIGN UP STARLETS AND LET 
THEM SIT AROUND WAITING FOR SOMETHING 
TO HAPPEN. SABINA COMES FROM THE TOWN 
OF MITTENWALD, IN BAVARIA. IT’S A DE¬ 
LIGHTFUL LITTLE PLACE OF ABOUT NINE 
THOUSAND PEOPLE IN THE ISAR VALLEY. 
ONE GUIDE BOOK DESCRIBES IT AS ’’UNAB¬ 
ASHEDLY QUAINT" AND THAT IS EXACTLY 
WHAT IT IS. BUT THERE IS NOTHING QUAINT 
ABOUT SABINA. SHE’S AS MODERN AS A JAG¬ 
UAR XK-E AND HER LINES ARE EQUALLY 
SLEEK. SHE JUST HAS TO GO PLACES FAST. 






THOUGH MANY EUROPEAN CITIES CLAIM TO HAVE THE 
BEST LOOKING GIRLS, MUNICH ISN'T JUST BOASTING. IT 
REALLY DOES HAVE STUNNING GIRLS, AND THEY ARE NOT 
ALL IN THE MOVIES OR IN MODELING. TAKE HEIDI LINZT 
(RIGHT) AS JUST ONE EXAMPLE. HEIDI IS EIGHTEEN, HAS 
BLOND HAIR AND BLUE EYES, AND WE'LL BET YOU DON'T 
KNOW MANY OFFICE GIRLS WHO LOOK THAT GOOD. IN MUN¬ 
ICH THOUSANDS OF GIRLS LIKE HEIDI MAKE THE CITY THE 












SORT OF YEAR-ROUND PARTY PLACE 
THAT PARIS WAS BEFORE IT WENT 
ALL-OUT COMMERCIAL. THIS IS NOT 
TO SUGGEST THAT THE MILLION IN¬ 
HABITANTS OF MUNICH GO OUT PAR¬ 
TYING EVERY NIGHT. BUT EVEN IF 
THEY DON'T MAKE LIKE LA DOLCE 
VITA EVERY NIGHT, THEY DO MAN¬ 
AGE TO GIVE THE ANCIENT CITY OF 
MUNCHEN A MARVELOUSLY FESTIVE 
AIR. THE GREAT THING ABOUT MUN- 
ICH IS THAT NO MATTER WHAT YOU 
COMPARE IT TO IT'S ALWAYS SOME- 
THING ELSE, TOO. IF YOU ARE HIPP¬ 
ED ON CULTURE, THEN YOU WILL 
DISCOVER THAT MUNICH HAS MORE 
ART GALLERIES, MUSEUMS, LIBRAR¬ 
IES, AND THEATERS THAN YOU WILL 


EVER HAVE TIME TO VISIT EVEN IF 
YOU ARE INCLINED TO WASTE TIME 
WHEN YOU COULD BE DRINKING BEER 
(AND MUNICH CERTAINLY IS THE 
RIGHT PLACE FOR BEER) AND CHAS- 
INC GIRLS (AND MUNICH CERTAINLY 
IS THE RIGHT PLACE FOR GIRLS). 
DID YOU KNOW THAT MUNICH HAS 
THE LARGEST ZOO IN EUROPE, THE 
TIERPARK HELLABRUNN? IF THAT 
DOESN'T INTEREST YOU. PERHAPS 
YOU WILL BE GLAD TO KNOW THAT 
SOME OF THE BEST LOOKING GIRLS 
IN EUROPE, IN THE WHOLE WORLD, 
CAN BE SEEN PROMENADING IN THE 
CITY'S MOST FAMOUS PARK, THE FAN- 
TASTIC ENGLISCHE GARTEN. 





















EVEN IN PARIS THE OUTDOOR ADVERTIS¬ 
ING FOR THE EROTICA NIGHTCLUB WOULD 
CAUSE SOME RAISED EYEBROWS. IN MUNICH 
WHICH HAS A REMARKABLY CASUAL ATTI- 
TUDE TOWARD SEX, THE EROTICA CLUB IS 
ALL JUST PART OF THE ENTERTAINMENT 
SCENE. WHEN THE EROTICA MANAGEMENT 
PROMISES POTENTIAL CUSTOMERS THAT 20 
"NICES” GIRLS ARE WAITING FOR YOU, THEY 
KNOW THEY MUST NOT BE TAKEN LITER. 
ALLY. BUT YOU CAN BE SURE THE TWEN¬ 
TY GIRLS WILL BE GOOD LOOKING. ONE 
THING YOU DON’T NEED TO PACK WHEN YOU 
TRAVEL TO MUNICH IS A SENSE OF PRUDERY. 















WHAT HAPPENED TO THE 


Hie popular opinion Ihe Amcr- 
can eo-erl t* llial sin- b ihc world's 
Ideal girl. Fredi-faecd and bursting 
wllli liigli spirits ready to dame the 
night away, good enough at tennis 
to give a man a game blit never 
silly enough to beat him. and 
anxious to improve her mind as well 
as her body, she is the perfect all- 
around specimen of bursting woman¬ 
hood. But all this Is nonsense. In 
fact, the American co-ed is simply 
a twentieth century embodiment, in 
a special bind of mould, of eternal 
woman whose single minded purpose 
Is to carry on the race and svlio 
will tie as twilling and ruthless as 
she needs to lie to do it. 

To begin with, the Amcrtcanco-cd 
is not in college to learn anything; 
that Is alxmt the courses she is al¬ 
legedly studying. Their purpose Is to 
provide her with a framework in 
which she can meet men. Willi the 
men. she Ilexes her sexual muscles. 
And from the experience thus gained, 
she goes on to pick Out the one who 
will suit her lies! as a husband, 
persuading herself, if she's lucky, 
(lull she's In love with him. 

The overage co-ed goes through 
three niuln singes. First comes tnc 
freshman She Is probably away from 
home for the first time. She Is free 
from mummy's pre-occupations with 
her morals and from daddy's III con¬ 
cealed resentment toward'her dates. 
Moreover, she Is surrounded by limit¬ 
less vistas of men. all as anxious 
to flex their sexual muscles as she. 
Her first reaction is like that of a 
child in « candy store; she grabs 
at everything In sight. 

The "average freslimun, unless she 
Is an outstanding knockout, will go 
out with practically everybody who 
usks her, provided lie has a nose. 
She will go to every parly she hears 
of and be thrilled when the lights 


go out. She will also permit ex¬ 
ploratory necking, on an indiscrimi¬ 
nate basis. Like a man who is plan¬ 
ning lo buy a car and takes different 
models for test drives, she wants to 
trv out as many varieties of men 
as possible, to study their per¬ 
formance and. meanwhile, to im- 
provc her own. Anyone who cannot, 
on Ills second date with a freshman, 
get Ills hand three quarters of the 
way up her legs, out to be in a 
monastery. 

But by her sophomore year, the 
co-ed's attitude begins to change. 
She becomes aware that she is nol 
Just in college to mess around; she 
Is there to go a husband, for never 
again will she be plunged in among 
so many eligible men. She remem¬ 
bers that one out of three coeds 
get married before they graduate, 
and anotho' third get engaged. But 
by this second year, the coed also 
realizes that the game is a lot 
trickier than It looted when she 
was just horsing around and going 
for midnight swims. 

It is. in fact, very complicated. 
In the first place, the coed must 
let her dates go a certain distance 
or tlicy'll quite dating her. On the 
other hand, she must retain the 
reputation for purity which every 
red-blooded American male who has 
for years tired to seduce every girl 
he meets naturally expects from the 
one he marries. Moreover, the coed 
comes to understand that all the 
other coeds are In ruthless competi¬ 
tion for the better men. and, if they 
get a chance, will cut her throat 
as readily as they'd step ou a cock¬ 
roach. "Oh. Jennie." they'll say to 
thetr date with a worried expression. 
" I simply adore her. She's loads of 
fun and a great dancer. But you 
should sec tnc mess in her closet 
and she only takes one bath a week. 


Besides, she told me she hates chil¬ 
dren and I hear there's insanity in 
her family.” 

And finally, as if this wasn’t 
enough for any girl to cope with the 
coed, to stay in the game, must 
also stay in school. This means she 
has to waste on footling, useless 
work the valuable time she needs 
to fix on the most becoming hair¬ 
style. go to parties, perfect her sex 
play, ami tell cverv man she goes 
out with how marvellous he is. 

The last stage, usually reached in 
her junior or senior year (if she 
isn’t married by then) "is when the 
coed, having mastered the tech¬ 
nique of handling eight men at 
once, finally settles on the winner 
and sets about bringing him to a 
boil. The casual disregard which 
she will display for all common 
human decency when engaged in 
this all important struggle, was 
revealed to me when I taught 
English for a couple of years at a 
small co-ed colledge in the Midwest. 

Having gone to an all male, col¬ 
lege. I was utterly unprepared for 
the jungle warfare in which co-eds 
arc as at home as mosquitoes in 
a swamp. Moreover. I had the bad 
luck to be pitched into the ring 
with a reigning champ. Ah, vanity! 
How clearly I remember walking 
into my first class and realizing 
with joy that, for the First time 
in my life. I had it made. There 
they were, a dozen of them, fresh 
ana clean and eager, bursting out 
of their sweaters. There were ugly 
ones, too. I tried not to notice them, 
f also tried not to notice the men. 
As I delivered a brief preview of 
the course we were about to pursue 
over the rapids of Elizabethan 
literature, my eyes wandered around 
the good ones. They had something 
(continued on page 42) 




SWEETHEART OF SIGMA CHI 


CYRIL EMERSON 





A MOST UNUSUAL GIRL 

FRANK CHAPIN 









































































Can't I just be handsome, dashing, 
daring passionate me? The Pitts¬ 
field Steam Engine? The Bcrkshircs 
Bull?" 

I got so worked up I poured out 
a triple shot of medium-priced Scotch 
and swallowed it in two gulps. Then 
I paced around the bedroom a bit. 
and when I got tired of that I paced 
the livingroom too. I had another 
drink, a small one, and sat down 
facing the television set. I didn't turn 
it on. I guess it was just habit. Re¬ 
nata came out of the bedroom and 
started to mb the back of my neck. 

"You're being silly, Silly," she 
said. “It's not like I wanted you to 
do something strange or wrong. I 
want you to try to think of it as 
fun. And it is fun, really it is, once 
you get over these silly middle class 
prejudices." 

Suddenly I was as jealous as hell. 
"Once I get used to it, huh? You 


play them?" she said. 

'That's not an answer," 1 said. 
"I asked you why and you say ‘why 
not.'" 

"It's all the answer, all the reason 
I need for doing something," Re¬ 
nata said. "Why do you have to get 
so worked up about this? Don't you 
have any sense of fun?” 

“All right,” I said. "If you want 
to play games, then it's games you 
shall have. How's this for a nasty 
lecherous masseur act?” 

I started grunting and slobbering 
like King Kong on top of the Empire 
State Building. 

Renata was deeply offended. "That 
isn't right," she said. "If you're not 
going to play right, then I'd rather 
not play at all. I m leaving." 

1 had to chose between playing the 
game "right" or having Renata walk 


Apart from the fact that I was crazy 

to lose her even if I didn't like her. 
They don't come any better looking 
or better stacked than Renata and, 
allowing for the games bit or because 
of it, she was a tigress in bed. No, 
man, I didn't want to lose her. 

So we played lecherous masseur. 
The game went like this: she was a 
prim young lady who had aprained 
her shoulder by falling off a horse. 
Her doctor had recommended that 
she try massage since heat lamp 
treatments ana liniments hadn't 
helped. She was to ask me if I 
couldn't administer the mbdown 
without having her take off her sweat¬ 
er. I was tosaythatwasquitc impos¬ 
sible besides being an awful waste 
of money. At some time during the 
rubdown I was to start getting fresh 


mean, this isn't the first time you've 
played these goddam games?" I an¬ 
swered my own question. "Of course, 


Renata laughed. "You're getting 
angry," she said. "I believe you're 
getting angry. Well, what do you 
think. I'm twenty-four years old and 
you ask me if this is the first time. 
I don't know whether to be flattered 
or insulted. No, why should I even 
think of being flattered. I'm in- 
sulted-definitely." 

I was angry. Looking back now, I 
think maybe I should have been flat¬ 
tered to be picked out of all the 
crowd by Renata, even as a partner 
in her kookie games. The trouble 
with me was that 1 was hung up 
on this nutty girl, and somehow I did- 
n t feel right. Now if it had been 
that unbelievable creature who sub¬ 
leased the apartment across the hall 
last summer, I would have been 
ready, willing and able to play any 
part she wanted me to play. Now 
that I don't love Renata any more, 
at least not the way I did then, I 
will always be available for an even¬ 
ing of games. At the time, as I have 
said, I didn't feel right about the 
games. 


about it, I might as well le; 
she said on the second evening 
evening of the lecherous ma 



play these games?' - 
Renata was impatient. "Why nr 


’ THOSE ARE THE RULES. MISS GADSBY. PUT ON 
ANOTHER INCH AND YOU'LL BE DRUMMED OUT." 




SALLY VERDUN 


SALLY VERDUN COMES FROM O’BRIEN, FLOR¬ 
IDA, AND IF YOU HAVE NEVER HEARD OF MISS 
VERDUN’S HOMETOWN THERE IS NO NEED TO 
WORRY. IT’S A PRETTY SMALL PLACE AND NOT 
MUCH HAPPENS THERE. A FAMOUS MOVIE STAR 
DRIVING SOUTH TO THE MORE FASHIONABLE 
END OF THE STATE STOPPED OFF FOR A HAM¬ 
BURGER A FEW YEARS BACK. AND THE TOWN 
IS STILL TALKING ABOUT IT. THEY’RE SURE 
THE STAR WILL COME BACK FOR ANOTHER BUR¬ 


GER SOMEDAY. SALLY LOVES HER TOWN AND 
UNLIKE SO MANY SMALL TOWN GIRLS WHO GO 
SUPER GLAMOROUS WHEN THEY LEAVE HOME. 
SHE GOES BACK THERE EVERY CIIANCF. SHE 
GETS. NOW A BUSY GIRL (MODELING. TV HIT 
PARTS. SUMMER STOCK. ADVERTISING COMMER¬ 
CIALS) THE CHANCES TO GET HOME ARE FEW¬ 
ER AND FEWER. BUT SHE CAN HARDLY COM¬ 
PLAIN ABOUT BEING TOO SUCCESSFUL. CAN 
SHE? BUT DESPITE ALL HER SUCCESS IN THE 










GREAT BIG WORLD OUTSIDE O’BRIEN, 
SALLY RETAINS A REMARKABLY RE¬ 
LAXED ATTITUDE TOWARD STARS AND 
STARDOM. CERTAINLY, SHE HOPES 
TO BE SOME KIND OF STAR SOME DAY. 
HER ONLY PROBLEM IS TRYING TO DE¬ 
CIDE WHAT KIND OF STAR SHE WANTS 
TO BE. THAT IS USUALLY WHAT HAP¬ 
PENS TO GIRLS WHO ARE MULTI TAL¬ 
ENTED. SHE ONCE STARRED IN A HIGH 
SCHOOL PRODUCTION OF "THE RE¬ 
LUCTANT DEBUTANTE” AND LAST SU. 
MMER SHE APPEARED IN IT AGAIN IN 
THE NEW ENGLAND STRAW HAT CIR¬ 
CUIT. THIS HAS BEEN HER BIGGEST 
ACTING ROLE TO DATE. THIS YEAR 
SHE IS BEING CONSIDERED FOR A MORE 
SERIOUS PART IN A EUGENE O’NEILL 
REVIVAL. EVEN IF THE SERIOUS BIT 
FALLS THROUGH, SALLY WON’T BE 
DISAPPOINTED. SHE RARELY IS, SHE 
SAYS, SHE HAS TOO MUCH GOING FOR 
HER TO BE DEPRESSED BY AN OCCAS¬ 
IONAL SETBACK. THAT, SHE SAYS,IS 
THE GREAT ADVANTAGE OF HAVING 
MORE THAN ONE TALENT. ONCE WHEN 
SHE AUDITIONED FOR THE PART OF 
LEADING LADY IN A SUMMER STOCK 
PRODUCTION, SHE WAS TOLD THAT 
THE LEAD PART HAD ALREADY BEEN 
FILLED AND WHAT THE DIRECTOR WAS 
IN NEED OF NOW WAS A GIRL WHO WAS 


GOOD AT COMEDY AND COULD 
SING. SALLY IS BETTER THAN 
GOOD AT BOTH, AND OF COURSE 
SHE GOT THE JOB. IN ANOTHER 
BARN-TOURING PRODUCTION, IN 
1964, SHE PLAYED FOUR DIFFER¬ 
ENT ROLES, ONE OF THEM AS A 
TEENAGE BOY, OF ALL THINGS. 
NOW IF THERE IS ONE THING OUR 
GIRL SALLY DOES NOT LOOK LIKE 
IT IS A TEENAGE BOY. SO IT IS 
A GREAT COMPLIMENT TO HER 
ACTING ABILITIES THAT THE AUD¬ 
IENCE AND CRITICS FOUND HER 
COMPLETELY SATISFACTORY AS 
A BEWILDERED ADOLESCENT IN- 
SEARCH OF THE MEANING OF LIFE. 
SALLY, HERSELF, HAS NO SUCH 
PROBLEM. SHE SAYS SHE DOES 
NOT REALLY KNOW WHAT LIFE 
IS ALL ABOUT (WHO DOES?) BUT 
SHE ISN’T TOO WORRIED. SHE IS 
SURE THAT IF SOME MEANT NG EX¬ 
ISTS SHE WILL FIND OUT ABOUT 
IT. ON THE OTHER HAND, IF THE 
MEANING OF IT ALL CONTINUES 
TO ELUDE HER, SHE WON'T TAKE 
IT TOO HARD. SHE SAYS SHE IS 
TOO BUSY LIVING TO THINK MUCH 
ABOUT IT. ADMITTEDLY NO DEEP 
THINKER, SALLY IS ONE OF THOSE 
LUCKY PEOPLE WHO MANAGE TO 






LIVE FULL LIVES WITHOUT MAK¬ 
ING A BIG DEAL OUT OF EVERY¬ 
THING. WHEN SHE FIRST THOUGHT 
OF BECOMING AN ACTRESS, PE¬ 
OPLE KEPT TELLING HER THAT 
SHE WOULD HAVE TO LEARN TO 
••SUFFER" IN THE GREAT OLD 
CORNY TRADITION OF THE THE¬ 
ATRE. IT WAS A GOOD LINE, ONE 
THAT IS USED OFTEN, BUT SHE 
REFUSED TO BUY IT. METHOD 
ACTING TO THE CONTRARY, SHE 
CAN’T SEE WHY •■SUFFERING" IN 
ANY WAY WOULD HELP HER TO 
BECOME A BETTER ACTRESS. IT 
HAS BEEN HER EXPERIENCE IN 
THE THEATRE THAT YOU EITHER 
HAVE TALENT OR YOU DON'T. 














IF YOU HAVE TALENT YOU CAN ALWAYS DEVELOP IT BY STUDYING 
OTHER ACTORS OR BY ENROLLING IN A GOOD DRAMA SCHOOL. IF 
YOU DON’T HAVE TALENT, SALLY FEELS, ALL THE STUDY AND ALL 
THE METHOD MUMBLING WLL DO NO GOOD WHATEVER. ANYWAY-- 
SAYS SALLY-EVEN THOUGH SHE LOVES ACTING SHE IS EQUALLY 
FOND OF MODELING, WHICH ACTUALLY BRINGS IN MUCH MORE MO¬ 
NEY BECAUSE IT IS STEADIER AND ISN’T SUBJECT TO THE WHIMS 
OF EGOCENTRIC DIRECTORS AND GRAB HAPPY PRODUCERS AND 
NUTTY STARS WHO DON’T WANT TO WORK ON CERTAIN DAYS BE¬ 
CAUSE IT ISN’T IN THE STARS OR SOMETHING LIKE THAT. A MODEL 







WHO KNOWS HER BUSINESS, AS UN¬ 
DOUBTEDLY SALLY KNOWS HER’S, 
DOESN’T FIND IT NECESSARY TO RE¬ 
HEARSE .AS MUCH TO GET CERTAIN 
EFFECTS. SALLY SAYS THE TWO OR 
THREE PHOTOGRAPHERS SHE LIKES 
TO WORK FOR MOST HAVE BECOME 
AS ACCUSTOMED TO HER “STYLE” 
AS SHE HAS TO THEIR’S. SHE SAYS 
THAT A MODEL WITHOUT A STYLE 
OF HER OWN HAS A DIFFICULT TIME 
FINDING WORK BECAUSE PHOTOGR¬ 
APHERS DON’T KNOW WHAT TO EX¬ 
PECT AND THEY OFTEN HIRE SOME¬ 
ONE ELSE BECAUSE THEY DON’T 
HAVE THE TIME TO HELP SOME UN¬ 
KNOWN MODEL TO DEVELOP A PHOTO 
GRAPHIC PERSONALITY. SALLY IS 
NOT AT ALL SURE HOW TO DESCRIBE 
HER OWN PARTICULAR STYLE, BUT 
SHE KNOWS SHE HAS IT. WHATEVER 
IT IS, IT SEEMS TO WORK VERY WELL 
FOR HER BECAUSE SHE USUALLY HAS 
MORE ASSIGNMENTS THAN SHE CAN 
HANDLE AND STILL HAVE TIME TO 
EAT AND SLEEP. SHE ALWAYS HAS 
TO LAUGH WHEN SHE HEARS ABOUT 
CERTAIN HIGH FASHION MODELS WHO 
ARE SAID TO GET $100 AN HOUR AND 
OTHER WILD SUMS WHEN THEY WORK 
WHICH ISN’T TOO OFTEN, ACCORD¬ 
ING TO SALLY. FOR HER PART, SHE 
HAS NO INTEREST IN HIGH FASHION. 
BORING, SHE SAYS. THE GIRLS IN 
IT ARE A BUNCH OF BRAINLESS ID- 





IOTS WHO EVENTUALLY BEGIN TO BELIEVE TIIEIR OWN PUBLICITY STORIES. AN 
AWFUL I'ATE FOR ANY POOR CURL. SALLY THINKS. SHE SWEARS THAT NO MAT¬ 
TER HOW HIGH SHE CLIMBS IN THE CAREER WORLD SHE WILL NEVER GO THE III- 
FASIJ ROUTE. AS SHE CALLS IT. SHE IS PROUD TO COME FROM O’BRIEN. FLORIDA. 
AND SHE DOESN’T INTEND TO FORGET IT. 




















































































































and after some initial resistance, we 
were to wind up together on top of 
the rubbing table. 

Some of the dialogue was wild, 
too. (Yes, Renata liked to work out 
some of the dialogue as well.) “How 
dare you,” she was to say to me 
at one point in our little play. "Sunk 
infernal cheek. I shall rer 
conduct to your superiors.'* 

why don't you get off your high 
horse and admit you're Just like all 
the others—wild for a real man.” 

On other evenings we played Doc¬ 
tor, Hollywood Producer, Sex Fiend, 
Two Sailors, and other interesting 
variations on Innocence Betrayed. 
It was always the same old situation 
tragedy: Renata, innocent, pure and 
good, surprised and overcome by 
brute force or some sort of deception. 
It was the wildest time of my whole 
life. 

I was drinking more than I should 
and wondering how long this could 
continue. As in Hollywood, there are 
just so many plots, so many situa¬ 
tions. Once, rather nastily, I sug¬ 
gested that one way to solve the 
problem would be to stage re-runs. 
But Renata said no. 


one of us went completely crazy. 
Then one evening, the last evening 
as it turned out, Renata was trying 
to think of some new characters 
when she announced that tonight 
we were going to play Mysterious 
Stranger. 

“You mean, like tall, dark and 
weird, in an opera hat and cloak," 
I asked, pulling away steadily at the 
booze. 

“No," said Renata, "Not weird, 
I don’t like weird people. No, this 
man should be rather tall, but not 
dark. He should be blond. Yes, blond 
hair with some grey in it seems 
right. The way my nalr will be when 
I'm older. The man is mysterious 
because although I know him well 
by sight I can't remember his name. 
Wait a minute, let me have a drink 
and think about this man." 

We had drinks all 'round. Then 
we had some more drinks. Renata had 


“He's handsome too,” she said. 
“And kind. He's a good man and 
can't help himself. He wants me. 
He's so kind and nice I want to be 
kind and nice too. But I don’t 
know exactly what he wants from 
me. Maybe I'm very young or don't 
know much about men. When I 
finally realize what he wants, Idon't 
mind, although I know it's wrong. 
By this time he has become quite 
wild and he won't listen to me. I 
report your try to tell him it's all right. He 
s. doesn't hear me and keeps lunging 

-u,— at me . . .” 

“You mean you want me to be bru¬ 
tal and kind and nice all at the 
same time?” I asked boozily. 
"That's a pretty tall order.” 

Renata downed the last of her 
drink and lay there smiling and 
glassy eyed. It was the first time I 
had seen her that way befott one 
of our games. 

"Answer me," I said irritably. “Is 
that what you want?" 

"Yes, DADDYI” she said softly. 
So softly I could scarcely hear her. 

That did it. Suddenly I was sober 
and sorry for everything. Call me a 
nut if you want to. I told Renata to 
get dressed , that I would take her 
home. It was stupid and pointless, 
but I said something, too, about see¬ 
ing a doctor. Cod, you should have 
seen her reaction then. 

"You go straight to hell, you son 
of a bitch,” she screamed. ''You’re 
Just like all the others. I thought you 
were different, but you’re Just like 
all the others . . 

She wouldn’t let me take her home. 


she wouldn’t let n 




her, t 


k that » 


re excited th 


she wouldn't talk to me after that. I 
followed her downstairs, trying to 
talk to her. I kept tellng her I 
loved her, that we could work out 
her problem. She wouldn't listen. At 
the corner of Fifth Avenue and 14th 
Street, she was nearly run down by a 
taxicab. It stopped with a scream of 
brakes and she got in. That was the 
last time I ever saw Renata. 

The next morning I had the worst 
hangover I ever hope to have. Still I 
felt better. You figure it out, I had 
lost the best looking girl in New York 
and I felt better. Some day, some 
place I know I’m going to meet 
another girl like Renata, beautiful 
and blond but not quite the same. 

At least I hope not. 
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A New Book on SEX 

THAT TELLS ALLY 






















THE LEAGUE FOR SEXUAI 


DON O'MARA 


Johnny Ampersand was boiling 
mad. A couple of Second Avenue 
hoods had broken his WHAT'S 
INDECENT ABOUT EXPOSURE? 
sign over his head, and now he was 
appealing to a jaded-looking police¬ 
man for protection. "I’m a citizen. 
I got a right to demonstrate for 
what I believe in,” Ampersand 
loudly declared to the bored flat- 
foot. 

"All right, all you people," the 
cop said, lumping Ampersand and 
his friends and tire hoods together. 
"Cet the hell out of here. I don't 
want no trouble on my beat." 

The Second Avenue hoods, JD's 
in old-fashioned ducktoil haircuts 
and two-tone jackets, winked at the 
patrolman and moved on. Thepatrol- 
■nan grinned at them, but he didn’t 
Wink. That would have been getting 
too familiar and, who knows, to¬ 
morrow he might have to kill one 
of them for robbing a liquor store. 
"Just keep off my beat and out of 
my way,' the cop declared to the 
world. 

But Johnny Ampersand, who 
claims to be the head of the East 
Village branch of Tire League for 
Sexual Freedom, was still mad. 
"You mean you're not going loarrest 
them?” lie protested to the blue- 


laddy. 

'/That's right, four eyes,” the cop 

"Those guys tried to deprive me 
of my constitutional right to speak 
against hypocrisy and dis- 


his club and started_... , 

and forth on the balls of his feet. 
"Look, four eyes" he said mildly 
enough. "I know what the Constitu¬ 
tion says. Now I’m going to say 
something of my own and you'd 
better listen: Cet lost!" 

Ampersand was readying a sting¬ 
ing retort that no doubt would have 


earned him a disorderly conduct 
charge when one of his “wives,’’ 
Judy Margolin, grabbed him by the 
arm and pulled him away. Not to 
be upstaged, the other two “wives" 
quicxly latched onto Amersand’s 
other arm. "That’s the spirit, 
s cop said, yawned v 
ratio ’— 

: tha 
"You s 

lishment’s hire gunmen treat people 
who dare oppose the status quo? 
By the way, I didn't hear much 
out of you when that cop was 
pushing me around. And where were 
you when the fighting started?" 

"You asked three questions in a 
row," I told him. '"To question 
number one, the answer is, yes I 
saw the cop. To question number 
two, I know belter than to argue 
with policemen even when I feel 
like arguing. To question number 
three, when the fighting, as you 
call it, started I did my best to 
keep out of the way. This is your 
crusade, man, not mine.” 

And I reminded him that my 
interest in The League for Sexual 
Freedom was strictly from a writer's 
point or view. I said that while a 
writer should gain as much ex¬ 
perience os possible I had no inten¬ 
tion of participating in street 
rumbles or of gettingmysclfarrested. 

"That’s your privilege, man,” 
Ampersand said nastily. y 'You know 
something, I could have been killed 
by those apes.” 

“That’sright, BigJ," the"wives” 
said in chorus. 

"Maybeit would have been better 
if I had been killed," Ampersand 
said thoughtfully. "Man, I don’t 
want to die, but think how much 
my death would shake this country- 
up. Then they'd really know there 
are people who are prepared to die 
for sexual freedom." 

"I suppose there are worse things 
to die for," I said. “Come to think 
of it, though, you’re pretty free 
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signs as WHAT'S If 
ABOUT EXPOSURE?, 
ASHAMED OF YOUR 1 
IT MOVES[ FONDLE 
IT FOR PEACE. Amp 
he was loo busy to talk 
after the demonstration 
for 2 P.M. at Second / 
St. Mark's Place. I sai 
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FINISH FIRST 


IT’S ABOUT TIME THEY GAVE LEE MARVIN AN OSCAR. AS MOVIE CRITIC 
ANDREW SARKIS OK “THE VILLAGE VOICE” NOTED IN A POST OSCAR ED¬ 
ITION. AWARDING THE LITTLE GOLD FIGl'KINE TO LEE MARVIN WAS "SAT¬ 
ISFYING” BECAUSE IT WAS A TRIBUTE TO HIS “PROFESSIONALISM," ONE 
OF THE QUALITIES HOLLYWOOD HAS BEEN NEGLECTING IN THIS AGE OF 
POP SINGERS AND FOOTBALL PLAYERS TURNED ACTOR. 

FOR SIXTEEN YEARS. EVER SINCE MARVIN WENT TO HOLLYWOOD, THE 
LOOSE-LIMBED ACTOR WAS PASSED OVER WHILE THE FATTIES IN COMM¬ 
AND OFFERED FABIAN AND FRANKIE AVALON AND PAUL ANKA TO THE 
WORLD AS AMERICA’S ANSWER TO LAURENCE OLIVIER. 

IT’S ENOUGH TO MAKE AN OLD PRO TURN OVER IN HIS GRAVE, ESPEC¬ 
IALLY AN OLD AND GREAT PROFESSIONAL LIKE BOGART. AND SPEAKING 
UK BOGART. LEE MAKl IN HAS THIS TO SAY: 

“I FEEL I’M READY TO BREAK OUT. BOGART STARTED OUT PRETTY 
MUCH AS I DID. A HEEL. ALL BAD. THEN, AS AUDIENCES WARMED TO HIM. 
HE BECAME GOOD-BAD. FINALLY HE WAS ALL GOOD. I THINK THAT MOV¬ 
IE AUDIENCES ARE HUNGRY FOR SOME ADULT RELATIONSHIPS, SOME 
GROWN-UP LOVE STORIES. THAT’S THE KIND OF ROLE I’M LOOKING FOR." 

WITH THE NEW OSCAR TO DECORATE HIS MANTEL, MARVIN SHOULDN'T 
FIND IT TOO HARD TO GET THE SORT OF ROLES HE WANTS. WHEN LAST 
HEARD FROM. HE WAS FLYING OFF TO LONDON. WITH HIS OSCAR IN TOW. 
TO MAKE A MOVIE WITH THE QUEEN BEE OF THE MOVIES. LIZ TAYLOR. 
AFTER THAT. WHO KNOWS? 


MIKE LEMBERG 
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MY LINDA SAYS THERE’S NOT A MAN 
OF ALL THE MANY THAT SHE KNOWS, 

SHE’D RATHER BED THAN ME, NOT ONE, 

THOUGH FRANK HIMSELF WERE TO PROPOSE. 

SHE SAYS SO, BUT WHAT WOMAN SAYS 
TO SOME POOR CHAP WHO THINKS HE’S GOT HER, 
’TIS ONLY FIT IT SHOULD BE WRIT 
IN SMOKE OR IN THE RUNNING WATER. 
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TRACY'S 
BEACH PARTY 







THERE ARE MORE BEAUTIFUL GIRLS THAN 
SURFBOARDS ON THE BEACHES OF SOUTH- 
ERN CALIFORNIA AND WHILE THIS FACT DE¬ 
LIGHTS THE PROFESSIONAL PHOTOGRAPHER 
IT REALLY DOESN’T MAKE HIS WORK EAS¬ 
IER. FIRST THERE IS THE PROBLEM OF DE¬ 
CIDING WHICH GIRL TO CHOOSE OUT OF ALL 
THE GIRLS ON THE BEACH. THEN THERE 
IS THE PROBLEM OF THE GIRL HERSELF.IN 
THE CASE OF TRACY FIELDS THERE WERE 
NO PROBLEMS AT ALL. TRACY IS TALENT- 
ED WITHOUT BEING TEMPERAMENTAL, CUTE 
BUT NOT TOO CUTE. AND SHE DEFINITELY 
ISN’T THE KIND OF GIRL WHO GOES TO THE 
BEACH AND WAITS TO BE DISCOVERED BY 



A FAMOUS PHOTOGRAPHER. OX THE DAY 
THESE PHOTOGRAPHS WERE MADE AT 
MAMBU, TRACY AND HER FRIENDS HAD 
NOTHING MORE SERIOUS IN MIND THAN A 
RF.AU, SWINGING, SOUTHERN CAL-STYLE 
BEACH PARTY. TRACY, THE ACKNOW¬ 
LEDGED LEADER OF THE MALIBU RAT 
PACK, WHICH HAS EVEN MORE FUN THAN 
THAT OTHER MORE FAMOUS RAT PACK, 
LIKES TO ORGANIZE FUN PARTIES. YOU 
MIGHT SAY SHE IS ENERGETIC IN A RE¬ 
LAXED SORT OF WAY. LAST WINTER 
SHE LED HER FAITHFUL LITTLE BAND 
OF SUN AND FUN LOVERS ON TWO TRIPS 
TO ASPEN, COLORADO. NEXT WINTER, 
IF THE GANG HAS ENOUGH EXTRA LOOT, 
SHE HOPES TO LEAD THEM ON A CHAR¬ 
TER FLIGHT TO THE FRENCH ALPS- 
THE NEWEST "IN" PLACE FOR THE SKI 
CROWD. TRACY, AN OUTGOING GIRL, 
LIKES OUR PHOTOGRAPHER SO MUCH 
SHE WANTS HIM TO GO ALONG AS THE 
"TRACY FIELDS RAT PACK OFFICIAL 
PHOTOGRAPHER. HE SAYS HR WANTS 
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TIME TO THINK ABOUT IT, BUT NOBODY WE KNOW IS TAKING BETS THAT HE WON’T GO ALONG. 
FOR HIS PART, OUR CAMERAMAN IS SO ENTHUSIASTIC ABOUT TRACY’S POTENTIAL THAT HE 
HE HAS ABANDONED HIS TRADITIONAL RESERVE AND SAID THAT IN HIS CONCEITED OPINION 
TRACY HAS THE TALENT TO BECOME AN ABSOLUTELY FIRST RATE MODEL, PERHAPS EVENT¬ 
UALLY THE BEST IN THE BUSINESS. "SHE HAS A NATURAL GRACE THAT CAN’T BE TAUGHT,’’ 
HE SAYS, AND HE SHOULD KNOW AFTER THE HUNDREDS OF MARVELOUS CHICKS HE HAS MET 
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OVER THE YEARS HE HAS BEEN 
AIMING HIS CAMERA AT STREAM¬ 
LINED FORMS. “SHE’S EVEN AN 
EXAMPLE OF INNATE GRACE ON 
A ROCKING BOAT,” SAYS HE EN¬ 
THUSIASTICALLY. “THE REST 
OF US HAD ALL WE COULD DO TO 
KEEP OUR FEET, BUT THERE WAS 
TRACY SWINGING AROUND THE 
BOAT LIKE A SEAGOING BALLER¬ 
INA.” DESPITE OUR MAN’S ASS¬ 
URANCE THAT HE IS A PHOTO¬ 
GRAPHER AND NOT A STARMAKER, 




SOME OF TRACY’S RAT PACKERS 
ARE MORE THAN A LITTLE NER¬ 
VOUS THAT FAME AND FORTUNE 
WILL CLAIM THEIR GO-GO LEAD¬ 
ER AS SOON AS THE AGENTS WITH 
THE SEVENTY-FIVE DOLLAR FOOT 
WEAR SEE THESE PICTURES OF 
TRACY AND START THINKING OF 
HER IN TERMS OF EXCLUSIVE CON¬ 
TRACTS, P.A. TOURS, GOSSIP COL¬ 
UMN ITEMS, PRODUCT ENDORSE- 
MENTS-ALL THE TRAPPINGS OF 
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STARDOM. TRACY SAYS THEY ARE BE¬ 
ING SILLY: THAT AS A NATIVE CITIZEN 
OF HOLLYWOOD AND A GRADUATE OF 
HOLLYWOOD HIGH SHE HAS SEEN TOO 
MANY CELEBRITIES UP CLOSE (ONE OF 
HER UNCLES WAS PERSONAL MANAGER 
TO SOME OF SHOW BIZ’ BIGGEST STARS) 
TO BE OVERAWED OR UNDULY IMPRESS¬ 
ED BY THE GOINGS-ON IN ONE SMALL 
SECTION OF LOS ANGELES. OUR MAN- 
ON THE WEST COAST. WHO HAS TALKED 
EXTENSIVELY WITH TRACY. IS INCLINED 
TO THINK SHE IS BEING SERIOUS: THAT 
SHE IS NOT JUST GIVING OUT WITH THE 
OLD “HUMILITY” ROUTINE SO BELOVED 
OF SHOW BUSINESS HOPEFULS. 















TRACY SAYS: "IT’S ASTONISHING IIOW A CHANCE MEETING CAN AL¬ 
TER THE COURSE OF A PERSON’S LIFE. IF I HADN’T GONE TO THE 
BEACH THAT DAY. I MIGHT NEVER HAVE MET THAT MCE MAN FROM 
“GENT.” NOW PEOPLE TELL ME I MAY GO ON TO BECOME FAMOUS 
AND THAT SCARES ME A LITTLE AND PLEASES ME A LOT. I JUST 
HOPE I CAN LIVE UPTO EVERYBODY'S EXPECTATIONS, CHACHACHA." 



THE HUNT 



The rock hound, reeky isled waters of Juan De Fuca Strait off Victoria, 
British Columbia, are a haven for octopuses — except when an octopus¬ 
hunting derby is in progress. Then life is hell for these supposed monsters 
of the deep. Despite horrible looks, the octopus, a shell-like mollusk 
is a high-strung, timid creature and dangerous only if very large. During 
an octopus derby, skindivers, per sue the creatures into their lairs, usually 
underwater caves and crevices. The octopus may throw up a barricade of 
stones and it will surely eject protective clouds of black ink into the water. 
Nevertheless, the skindivet will drag the creature into the sea, but it’s 
among the smartest of ocean citizenry and will cling to its rubber-encased 
captor with perhaps all eight of its clammy, sucker-bearing tentacles in an 
effort to immoblize or drenon him. But a skindiver is neither crab or lobster, 
can’t be subdued, and will soon have thwarted all such defensive actions 
and hauled the octopus to the surface. In the air the creature is as easy as 
taffy to handle. There are exceptions: giant octopuses found in the Pacific 
with a diameter of over thirty feet and in the waters of the strait which 
separates Seattle from the Canadian shore. The largest octopus caught 
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THE TEXAN & THE VIRGIN - a fantastic tale of terror by bram stoker, the 

DUBLIN-BORN WRITER WHO PRACTICALLY INVENTED THE HORROR CANE BY CREATING THE BIG DADDY 
OF ALL THE GHOULS, "COUNT DRACULA." HERE HE TELLS WHAT HAPPENS TO AN INNOCENT ABROAD. 

HAMILTON: champ/on photographer bill Hamilton is one guy who really gets around. 

THIS TINE THE HAMILTON CAMERA ZOOMS IN FOR A CLEAR LOOK AT THE SWINGING CITY OF MILAN. 
MILAN HAS A FAMOUS OPERA HOUSE. BUT WHO NEEDS OPERA WITH ALL THOSE FANTASTIC GIRLS? 

WHEN THE RED LIGHTS BURNED BRIGHT - WITH TYPEWRITER IN HAND 

CRITIC AND SOCIAL COMMENTATOR EVERETT CASE TAKES A STROLL DOWN NENORY LANE TO THOSE 
ENLIGHTENED DAYS WHEN THE RED LIGHTS BURNED BRIGHT IN THE WINDOW AT MADAME FIFI'S. 

GOLDWATER said it... JOHNSON did it... coldwaterwanted to talk loudly 

AND CARRY A BIG STICK. JOHNSON STILL BELIEVES IN TALKING SOFTLY, BUT THAT BIG STICK HE 
HAS BEEN WAVING ABOUT REALLY BELONGS TO GOLDWATER. WAS GOLDWATER RIGHT ALL THE TIME? 






































How to Speak and Write 
Like a College Graduate 

“It’s easy,” says Don Bolander... 

“and you don’t have to go back to school!” 
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— in only a few minutes each day. ttAZLSl&M 















